The Come all H ijlorie of 

£afl thank you Madam, give welcome to my friend 
This is the man,this is tAnthomo, 

To whom I am fo infinitely bound. 

Per. You fbould in allfenfe be much bound to him» 
Tor as I heare he was much bound for you. 

Antb. No more then I am well acquitted of. 

Per. Sir, you are very welcome to our houle • 

It mu ft appeare in other wayes then words. 

Therefore I fcant this brcathingcourtefie. 

Grat. By yonder moonc I fweare you do me wrong, 
Infaith I gave it to the Judges Clarke, 

Would he were gelt that had it for my part, 

Since you do take it Love fo much at heart. 

Tor. A quarrcll hoe already, what’s the matter ? 

grot. About a hoepe of gold, a paltry Ring 
That flhe did give me,whofe pjfie was, 

For all the world like Cutlers Poetry 
Upon a knife, Low me, and leave me not. 

Ner. What talke you of the pofie or the value • 
Ycufworetome when I did give it you. 

That you would weare it till your houre of death. 

And that it Ihculd lie with you in your grave. 

Though not for me, yet for your vehement oathes. 
You fliould have been rcfpedive,and have kept it, 
Gave it a Judges Clarke : no god's my judge, 

The Clarke willnere weare haire on’s face that had it. 

Grat. He will, and if he live to be a man. 

Nerrijfa . I, if a woman live to be a man. 

Grat. Now by this band I gave it to a youth, 

A kind of boy,a little ferabbed boy, 

No higher then thy felfe,the Judges Clarke, 

A prating boy that begg’d it as a fee, 

I could not for my heart deny it him. 

p or. You were to blame, I muft be plain with you. 
To part fo fligbcly with your wives firft gift, 

A thing lluck on with oathes upon your finger. 

And fo riveted with faith uato your flefh. 

J gave my Love a Ring, and made him fweare 
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Never to part with it;and here he (lands, 

I dare befworne ter him he would not leave it, 
Nor plnck it from his finger, for the wealth 
T bat the world Matters. NOW in faith Gratiano, 
You give your wife too unkind a caufe of griefc, 
And ’twere to me J fhould be mad at it. 

Tajf. Why I were bell to cut my left hand off; 
And lwearc I loft the Ring defending it. 

Grat. My Lord Bajfamo gave his Ring away 
Unto the Judge that begg’d it, and indeed 
Deferv’d it to : and then the boy his Clarke 
That tooke Lome pains in writing, he begg’d mine. 
And neither man nor matter would take ought 
But the two Rings. 

for. What Ring gave you my Lord ? 

Not that J hope which you receiv’d of me. 

Bajf. If I could adde a lie unto a fault, 

I would deny it : but you fee my finger 
Hath not the Ring upon it, it is gone. 

for. Even fo voyd is your falfe heart of truth. 

By heaven I will nere come in your bed 
Untill I fee the Ring ? 

Ner. Nor I in yours 
Till I againe fee mine. 

Bajf, Sweet Portia , 

If you did know to whom I gave the Ring, 

If you did know for whom I gave the Ring, 

And would conceive for what I gave the Ring, 
And how unwillingly I left the Ring, 

W hen naught would be accepted but the Ring, 

Y cu would abate the ftrength of your difpkafure. 

Tor. If you had knowne the venue of the Ring’ 
Or halfe her worthineffe that gave the Ring, 

Or your own honour to containe the Ring ' 

You would not then have parted with the Ring : 
W hat man is there fo much unreafonable. 

If you had pleafd to have defended it 
\Vith any termes ofzeale , wanted themodefty 


